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WHO'S WHO
SPEED GALLAGHER, baseball

for a brief season in a vaudeville act

RED MARTIN, the receiving
the balance wheel and safety valve

IMlllWIUlUL. J V I ' LIVI , 111V. I'lUIVJJIUllUI HI llll. VrtUCIC- -

ville act.

LOUISE CLARE, on the stage from and never
by a man until she met

s PEED HE R won thlr- - "Laughed! Why wouldn't they
ty-fo- ur games for the Gray laugh? Wouldn't you laugh If you
Sox during the rogular season, seen Ban Johnson In pink tights try-Th-

he pitched three straight ing to do a too dance? Wouldn't you
hut-ou- ts In the World Series. After

that ho was moro popular than a
neighbor with plenty of pro-w- ar stuff,
and as widely known as the President.
Bo tho K. and L. people signed htm up
for twenty weeks in vaudeville.

"What kind of stuff do I get to do?"
Bpecd inquired after affixing his
Blgnaturo to the contract that called
for moro money a week than many
college professors make In a year.

Tho theatrical manager looked at
him and sighed. "Let us worry about
that, Speed," ho suggested. "We'll
frame up something for you."

The theatrical manager then called
In Danny Fllesher, a clever young
product of Broadway, who wrote plays
In much tho same way that a tailor

akes suits. You showed Danny an
dor or some one who wanted to bo

art actor, and said: "Something to fit
thls, Danny; we want to start rehear-eal- s

night."
Danny would nod, measure his cus-

tomer with a wlso eye, and come on
tho following night with something
approximating a passablo fit.

"I've signed up Speed Gallagher,
ADanny," tho theatrical manager said.

Danny nodded approval. "Good
business; ho ought to draw."

"He ought to." the theatrical man-
ager ngrced. "God knows, he won't
bo able to do nothing else. Fix us up
something for him, Danny. About
twenty minutes; to close In one act."

"What can be do?" Danny asked.
"Pitch," the manager said briefly.
"I mean, has ho got any stuff? Is

he a hoofer? Can he sing?"
"I don't know," tho manager said

Without interest. "I suppose not. Bet-
ter have a talk with him. I'll get
Marshall Kendrlck to carry him."

By that tho manager meant that he
would engage Marshall Kendrlck, a
well known comedian, to amuse tho
audience and keep them from real- -

tfzing thnt they had been stung when
'Mio.. Ir1 C, 1 .. t"W tiiuuujr lu hiiJUUU Gal

lagher do anything but play baseball.
For this service tbo actor would re-

ceive about one-fift- h tho atnry nnlrt
tho pitcher.

act opened at Atlantic

THE In it wcro Speed, his
Red Martin, and

Marshall Kendrlck.
jusi ao your sum, kio, Martin

advised Speed reassuringly as they
etood shivering in the wings Just lie- -

foro tho curtain went up. "Never
mind this hoofln" and slngtn' they've
rung In on you. You Just stnll
through that any old how, and then,
when you come to burnln' 'em across
to mo. Just do your stuff! That's all.
Just do your stuff and we'll get by."

The act went with a whoop. For- -

lunaieiy apeea a noonng ana singing
were so bad that the audience of nd- -

miring fans rocked ln their chairs
and laughed until tho tears camo at
sight of their gangly, raw-bone- d fa- -

vorite trying to make his feet and
throat behave.

When, near the close of tho act,
--.they struck tho set and Speed on tho
wbare stage took a baseball In his big

fist and began burning over curves
and shoots to Red Martin, the roars
of applause that answered his efforts
had nothing of ridicule in them. While
tho audience clapped and shouted ap
proval of his illustrations of how to

Speed

'pegged Martin, crouching low,
mumped ms big and shouted his
customary chant of encouragement.

"Do your stuff, kid! Atta boy! Do
your stuff!"

Speed reached his dressing
,room, after taking enough bows to
suit a tenor, he was flushed with
triumph. "I guess I didn't do so bad,
huh?" ho crowed to Red

"Well, your one wasn't breakln
Bo well," Martin demurred.

"I don't mean my pltchin'," Speed
explained. "My other stuff."

"What other stuff?" Red snorted.
"Why, you overgrown, goggly-ye- J

sap, you ain't got no other stuff.
You don t think your hoofln and
slngin' was any good, do you?"

"They seemed to llko Knrnrt
' crumbled. "Thev lnllehpit whnn T

done it"

IN THE STORY.

babyhood impressed
Gallagher.

pitcher extraordinary, signed up

end of the Gallagher battery and
of a friendly partnership.

laugh If you seen John McGraw play- -
In' Hamlet? Well, you was Just as
funny as either of thorn things."

"Is that so?" Speed retorted belllger- -
ently. "I guess you think I can't do
nothln' but play baseball, huh7"

"Nothln" but," Ilod agreed. "At
anything else you'ro a dime a
dozen."

HE critics In New York wereT too for the suddenly
stago-struc- k Gallagher. They
damned him with superlative

burlesque praise, and ho did not
realize that they were kidding him.
Ho knew only that his name was up
in electric lights on Broadway and
conspicuous on tho billboards of the
city; that at every performance be
was cheered and cheered again; that
ho was getting more money for ap
pearlng on tho stage for a few mln- -

utes twice a day than ho had ever
made pitching his heart out on the
diamond. Ho felt llko tho man who
went to a horse race for tho first time,
cashed his bet at ten to one,
and Inquired: "How long has
been going on?"

Speed becamo convinced that he
was a Btago star, a greater success in
tho theatre than he had been on tho
diamond. Tho fans flattered him, tho
actors toadied to him, the managers
coddled him, and tho critics kidded
him. There was only his old pal and
roommate, Martin, to tell him the
truth, and Speed paid no attention
to him. Red, he had decided, was all
right in his way; a good follow and
all that, but ho didn't understand. Ho
was Just a baseball player. He went
nround with Martin less and less as
time went on. Red didn't seem to tit
harmoniously into tho strange now
llfo of which Gallagher felt himself
so Important a part.

They played on tho bill with Louise
Claro for tho flrst tlmo in Chicago.
Louiso was as completely a part of
tho theatre as a back drop or a bunch
light. Her father and mother had
been circus and

pooplo. had been on
tho stage In a baby carriage when
sho was six months old and had made
ner entrance on her own feet within
a year of tho time sho was ablo to- -

stand on them unaided.
At twenty-tw- o sho could take an

nUdlcnco in tho hollow of her pink lit- -
tIo paim and moud ,t3 mood t0 hcr
wlnt as a sculptor fashions clay. Sho
couid nnd dd do moat of tne things
that aro dono on a vaudeville stage,
Tho main feature of her act was her
work on tho tight rope, but she was
ais0 a comedlenno of sorts and could
eVen have stayed at tho top of tho
theatrical heap on tho strength of
either hcr singing or her dancing,
Intimate acquaintance with life had
mode hcr thrifty to tho point of
miserlliness with her money, her
health and her friendship. was
a wise, wholesome, heart-hungr- y lit- -
tie soldier, who knew all the ways
or tho warfare that a girl on her
own in the profession must flght, and
who nursed a Dathetlrnllv intone
longing for tho peace of happy mar-- .

rlago, with love to stand guard.
Sho fell for Speed Gallagher; fell

quick nnd hard. Sho was tired of
smooth, flat, llttlo dancing men;
p.impous, strutting actors, and posing

bashful, deferential. To her ho was
a man rrom a far country; a cham- -
pion In a strange and thrilling gamo.

Kho had watched him on the dla--
mond, tall and slouchlly confident, his
cap pulled cocklly over one eye, wlnd- -
mg himself slowly Into an intriejitn
knot on the mound and uncoiling sud-
denly llko a released Bteel spring to
smoko the ball past the bewildered
batter and stand erect, grinning, bis
thumbs hooked Into his belt. She had
seen him ln tight si- its, cool, unhur-
ried, down there on tho field, whilo
hostllo thousands shrieked and howled
In a futile attempt to disturb his
triumphant poise; seen him pitch his
way slowly, methodically, brilliantly
out of tho hole and win: seen him
nltn.h also tirllllnntlu matl.idl.il.,
nnrt lnsn without Htatitphanna f . v...

calm, dominant, masterful attitude

pitch threo straight shut-out- s In the acrobats. attracted hcr
Sorles, stumpy little bow- - causo ho was rough and awkward

mitt
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Sho

that was bin on tlio ball Held.

Sho was a crcaturo of tbo sham
world; tho world of canvas houses,
paper flowers, fako lights, blank cart-

ridges, brilliant BUnshlno and soft
moonlight that came out of a ma-

chine. To her ho was a citizen of tho
world of reality: a conqueror whoso
power was dally tried, tested nnd
pioved; a conqueror who fought and
won with tho harsh Implements of
reality.

ACK REILLY, tho house man- -

J ager In Chicago, Introduced
them after the show on the
second night.

"I saw you In all of tho games
you pitched during tho series last
fall, Mr. Gallagher," she said. "You
certainly did have them eating out of
your hand."

"Aw, that was nothln' much,"
Gallagher mumbled. "Have you
watched me act yet?"

She nodded. "I always come down
In the wings when they Btrlko the set
onrt you Btart to vltah'"

"Uli, tnati" spceu
"That's nothln'. Have yoi

rest of It?"
She admitted that she ha
"I'd llko to have you watch

night," Speed said, I'd" llko

ou tell mo what you think of
Seems to bo going pretty well."

"I'll watch It at tho matinee to-

morrow."
' "Wish you would. I've seen you on
tho stage lots of times. Gosh! You
,tii .in- - ,i .inn- -
gho made a llttlo grimace. "Oh,

wcU we.y0 a EQt to do somothlnfr
for a living." she said lightly,

"Oh, sure!" said Speed, vaguely
grinning. Ho shuffled his big feet
and blushed. "I I supposo there's a
Jot of guys askin' you out to dinner
after tho show and such like as that,
ojn't there?"

"Oh Johns!" she exclaimed scorn- -

fully. "Sure! They're always
around. Lots of good It does them.
Home and to bed for mine."

Gallagher nodded and gulped. "I
don't sunooae you'd go out with me,"
ho said.

"Go out with you? Man, you didn't
ask mo to go out with you!"

"Didn't I?" he muttered. "I
o,m,Kh t riwi

"No," sho said, "you didn't."
Speed shuffled and wriggled. "Well,

you wouldn't if I did, would you?"
"Suro I would it you did; but you

haven't."
Speed grinned, "Well, will you?"

ho blurted.
"You bet I will,' Bne agreed

heartily. "Let's go."

ITHIN threo weeks afterw starting west from Chicago
Gallagher proposed and
was accepted. Tho en-

gagement was brief and
stormy. It had scarcely had time
to begin. In fact, before Gallagher
said:

"I'll cut out this baseball stuff for
good now nnd we'll do an act to-

gether, eh? You and me?"
"Oh, but Speed, you mustn't give

UD baseball," she protected.
"Why not? Any roughneck can

play baFoball."
"But, Speed! That's f"ir game!"
"Well, nctln's my game, too, ain't

it?" ho said resentfully. "I'm gettln'
moro money for actln' than I ever
got for playln' bascballv Wit jwm

and me together"
"Hut. s

for acting simply because yon'ro such
a wonderful baseball player."

"Well, of course, t did nt first," ho

ndmltted reluctantly. "Slnco I've
learned tho buslnefw llko I have, It's
different. I'm going pretty good,

uln't 1?"
"Why, jes," she ngrced hesitat-

ingly. "You're going all right, Speed,
' 1but"

"Hut what?" he demanded trucu- -

lently.
"Well, Speed, you'ro a baseball

nlnvrr: vou'ro not an actor. Baseball
is your stuff, Just the same as acting
ls mine. You've got to do your stuff."

"Maybe you think I nln't good
enough to do an act with you ho

suggested sullenly.
"Well, Speed, you wouldn't think I

was good enough to play baseball on
your team, would you?"

The quarrel that followed was bitter
and final. Speed sought relief from
his mood in hard liquor, and Red Mar- -

tin had his work cut out for him tho

next day to get tho big pitcher sobered
Into shapo for tho matlneo perform- -

an0, Aftcr tne Bhow ned to"1100 nlm

ln tho dressing room.
"What tho devil alls you?" ho de- -

manded. "This actln' thing gone to
your head? In all tho tlmo I've been

roomln' with you I never saw you

drunk beiore."
Well, you Been mo drunk last

nignt, aian't you?"
"I sure did! And I'll tell the world

yu were ono sloppy sight to see.
"WclU I can get drunk if I want to,

can't I?"
"You proved that all right! You

keen on' like thin nnrt vnnv rnln' to

bo ln fine shapo when you show up for

spring training."
"Who said I was goln' to show up

for spring tralnln'?"
Red stared. "You ain't had a row

with tho club, have you?"
"No, I ain't hud no row with the

club, but I'm off of babebull. I'm
through !"

Red showed real concern. "What's
wrong!"

aw, wnnt's tne uso of tellin you
Speed flamed. "You'ro llko all ihu
rest of 'cm. Y'ou think all I can d
ls Just play baseball. I'm goin' to
show you guys, the whole buiirh of
you! I'm goln' to Tteop on actln'.
that's what I'm goln' to do: un' muk-
more money nt It than any of oti
birds, too. I'm goln' to show all of
you guys, an' Louiso Claro, too,
that"

"Louise Clare," Martin exclaimed
"What's sho got to do with It?"

"Well, we had a light," Speed ad- -

mittcd grudgingly
Martin nodded. "I thought men- -

was something. Como on, old kid,
iue clean. What's It all about?"

PEED told him what had bap- -s pened tho previous night.
"Well, holy, hlglf, jumping

Jchoshaphat! " Martin cx- -

claimed. "You lioen holdln' somo- -

thing out on me all these years, kid.
I always knew you were a llttlo bit
rat from the wishbone up, but you
nover let me know befoto Hint you
wero the world's champion mucker!
One of the nicest little girls In the
world falls for you you big farmer-n- nd

befoto you'd kissed her twice you
started flgurin' on living easy off her
MB reputation. You wcro goln' to
quit work and go kitln' around tho
country doln' nothlncr nnd dragging
down half of tlm lilt? ilninrh Hint sho
makes.

Where do you get that stuff?"
Speed muttered. "I guess my repu- -
tatlon's as big as hers, ain't it?"

lied confronted him, his feet spread

npart, his hands on his hlpa. "Say,
'u11 bB b,ob r homo-grow- n cheese,

you listen to mo. I want to tell you
somothlnB- - ,f u hadn.t 1)eon for ,,.
lnll. you wouldn't have had no mote
roputatlon than a second hand car.
Your ual was a blacksmith down !n .1

llttlo hick burg In Tennessee that
n(,vcr nad cnough boob3 ln ,t nt no
tlmo to even get Its name on tho map,
You wero a bum, that's nil. Just a

about baseball, you might of worked
hard, and Bomo day got to bo worth
$40 a month ns a farm hand, but you
weto a nut about baseball and so you
iviiinn .'rt li n'nrt tlfl n mnntli if.
no,)(J(1y ,n that mto neck (), te W(JO(,a

ohi your dad told mo all about you
when ho was visitln' you In Cincinnati
!ast smTnw

"You wouldn't go to school, and you
wnlll(ln.t ,vork. A11 .,...

.aR pluy
baseball when you had anybody to
play with, and when you didn't you'd
go off and pructlco throwing at n knot
linln in tli.. ftinrtn THn.r itlt tW -

m. tQ scm, y(m ntom HchQo wlH,

Harney Mercer happened to see you,
and glvo you a Job pitching for thut
little Intorcity league of his In Me-

chnnicstown. Now you'ro a star. You
got a fancy car of your own and moio
monev than vou know how to count.
And you got a reputation. Yeh! There
nln't a man, woman or child In tho
I'nlted States who don't know who
Speed Gallagher is. They follow you
around In tho streets and come and
Marc at you In tho hotels. So many
peoplo know you that you can get big
dough Just for coming out on tho
htage and making a big fool of your-
self.

"And why do they know you? He- -

causo you v.rcf such an oinery Mile
worthless nut when you were u kid
that you wouldn't do nothln' but play
Uinebnll; because you grow up to -

such a sap that you've
never toen nblo to think of nothin' hut
lasel;all; because all tho good sense
that's spiead heio and theio in moat
men Is all boiled down to basi-Uil- l

snso in you. You know more ai,"Ut
baseball than any man living and
less alxmt anything elso. The gamo
picked you up out of nowhere, a lazy.
diity faced, llttlo country kid. and put
you clean up on top of the heap Now
you're up there, you're going to tell

is',' ' :$m

b.iselul! and this nice llttlo damo crowd. linathat's ronlish enough to fait for you, and was nabbed by a burly cop.
and your pals and tho fans nnd cvory- - "I'm Speed Gallagher." Speed pant-bod- y

else to Ko Jump the ocean, cd. y,m Know; pluyln' nt tho Elltuch? "'Is week. Let thtough, will
All right! You go ahead nnd Jump, you?"

Hut I'm telling you this: You'll land The name was magic. "Sure! That'sright bark whore you stnrted from, tight, Speed," the cop said. "Ooonly when you got thero you won't bo ahead. I don't reckon you can doa kid nnd thoro won't boany moro muoli, though. They think they got
!.'l!n.,K"",,e ,I"k ??" 0M,t f th 'V" "verylwdy out. She's burning like tbo

ni,iiw iiiih t,ni.
Instead of being u ditty faced llttio
kid. u'll bo a good for nothln' no
account, inilkln' old tramp, moochln'
quarter around pool rooms and try- -
mK to get nice clerks to listen to you
while you tell 'cm how good you was
onro. You nn nclorl Why. sav. If

mi liml nnn ttml vmi f In n, hii
league If your arm went back on you
for 0110 season you couldn't get a
contract at a dime nn hour In a nick- -

rlodeon! That's tho truth nnd you
can take It or leave It!"

"AS SHE NEARED THE ROOF

ON THE OPPOSITE SIDE, THE

FLAMES LEAPED SUDDENLY

HIGH ALONG "HE BRICK WALL

OF THE THEATRE."

"You'ro a darned liar," said Speed.
"If I urn," said Martin, his faco

Kiiddonly white, "you uln't tho man to
tell 1110 so und got away with it I

It took ilvo stngo hands and the
hoiibo manager to pry tho two apart.

"I'm through!" Red panted ns they
dragged him away. "I'll work tho
week' out, but after that you get somu-bod- y

elso to"
"You won't work no week out!"

ilallughor roared. "You show up to
night and I'll knock your block off.
Alld llluy Ulirt gum 10 ou nooouy oihU

cither. I'll show you guys. That
babeball part's out of this act. OU

hear mo! Mo and Kendrlck Is goln'
to do straight sliigin' and dancln from
now on and you watch how we go.

lou Just watch!

T TEN O'CLOCK that night

A Speed Gallagher left his
dressing room on his wny to
his hotel. Ilo was halfway
down tho flrst flight of stairs

that led to the stngo when ho thought
f tho promise he had made to the

manager or tlio hotel to nuiogrnpn
and glvo him three baseballs for his
threo oung boiis.

Ho returned to his dressing loom,
took three baseballs from his trunk,
chopped them into the side pocket of

hid overcoat and went his way.
Ah he stepped out tho stngo door he

could hear Louiso Clare singing a
sprightly song. He passed Red Mar-
tin standing in tlie alley. Tho two old
friends did not speak.

Speed was hcurtsore but stubborn.
"I'll show 'em," he muttered tu him-

self a;i ho trudged along to his hotel.
"Think I enn do nothln' but play base-
ball, eh? I'll show em!"

T was 10.30 when the clerk phoned
up to Sic-e- Gnllugher'a room.
"Tho theatre's un llro, Mr. Galla
gher," ho said excitedly. "I

thought you'd want to know They
say hIio's Just blazing away."

Speed threw on his overcoat and
rushed out. He waa thinking of his
trunk and clothes hanging In tho
dressing room.

Tho street was loud with tho rum-bi- o

and clang of lire apparatus;
choked with a noisy anil curious

Sliced iniclieil il,n n.--

In

mo

all

verv tlevli
Speed rushed around to back of,h"V .",,, i, ,

1,.' wore
il

,
? . ,

0.f ,the '.0r' C""nK lllBh
"""ul ' npoel uacKCH
"crc,as, ,

s,rcet nnd Btooa '"'foro tho
8ow window of a hardwuro

Btorc, cowering away from the heat.
L"K,U " '"n round nun. lied was
screaming with excitement and point- -
'"B upward, bpeed looked up. An Icy
tKony of horror flooded through him.

rugii up on tho othcrwlBO blank
brick wall. Just under the peak of tho
stngo roof, thoro was a window, about
a foot and a half Bquato. Framed In
tho window wns Louise Clare. Her
face and head wcro clearly seen In
the glare from tho flames lclow.

"Do something!" Red Martin
shouted frantically, beating his lists
together. "Good God, Speed, what
can wo do? Nobody can get In thero!
That whole lower part's Just a roaring
hell. Man, we got to do something!"

Speed acted with a celerity that
legitimatized his nnme. With a sldo
swoop of his arm ho smashed the
plate glass window of tho hardware
store, Jumping quickly back to escape
tho falling fragments of glnss. Ho
kicked tho Jagged pieces left In tho
frame out of bis way unci stopped Into
tho show window. From the hooks on
which they were displayed ho yanked
clown a ball of stout brown twlno and
a coll of quarter-Inc- h mnnlla rope.
Wlfli theso ho Jumped back to tho
sidewalk. Ho raised his head and
cuppod his palms about his mouth.

"Louise! Don't Jump!" ho bellowed.
"Don't Jump!"

GLASS transom over a woodA en door next to tho hard-war-

storo bore tho Inscrip
tion: "Rooms for Rent."

Speed t.plcd tho door. It wns locked.
He backed off several pacos, hunched
his right shoulder high against his
bend, and plunged Into It. Tho door
splintered and crashed Inward. Fol-

lowed by Rod Martin, Speed dashed
into the hallway and up tho stairs. On
the third floor he ran Into a bewildered
man throwing cfothes Into 11 trunk.

"Tho roof!" Speed shouted. "Which
way to tho roof?"

"It ain't on flro yot. Is It?" Tho man
chattered affriglitcdly. "This liouso
uln't on tiro yet? I got most of my
things packed now, and If It ain't on
tiro yet I can"

Speed grahbed him by tho throat
and slapped his face with his open
palm.

"Tho roof!" ho shouted again.
"Which way to tho roof? You gab-
bling Idiot, tell mo tho way to the
oof, or I'll tear your head off vcrn."

'''ho maa buikIm!, pointed to a narrow
doorway In tho hall.

Speed tore through tho openipy,
leaped up a narrow laddcr-llk- o fliijh,t
or stairs.' throw open tho trap, and
scrambled out on the flat roof. Ho
rushed to tho edfo of tho roof nnd
looked ncioss. Tho llttlo square win-
dow In tho Ixick wall of tho theatre
was almost on a level with him.
Louiso Claro was ntlll standing them.

"Don't Jump!" Speed liellowcd at
tho top of his lungs. "Louiso! Do
you hear mo? H010! Across tho
street on the roof! Don't Jump!"

Tho girl in tho tiny window high up
above tho growing flames heard und
waved her answer to hltn.

Speed throw off his overcoat and
took ono of tho baseballs from his
Dockc, llo nirine,! out hi. inn,in
onone(1 lt -- ,, ,.,,, ,w ',,, , '

Hi in.t.rh 1, .
ball nhmit nn lni.li nr.,1 i

an( ,mIf nc
of tnQ knlf ,)lmlo nQ thrcaded
of tho stout twlno. looted from the
)'''lwaro Btorn window below, under
" " ' " C " otwf, cov;fl"o two silts and It. Rapidly
), mu.011,--1 n considerable length of
the twlno ho It would run free. With
lJ' ,,a11 hl hand, ho roso and

,,fv' B,m'

tc hor. "Get back! Ono sldo! Look- -

1 no nan: Meo? Through tho wtn- -
,,ow! Ket Imck!"

HE girl understood nmlT drew. The small square aper-
ture was empty. Speed stood
erect on tho roof, hitched up

his breechoa In a manner familiar to
him when ho was In a tough spot on
tho diamond, twitched his cap, antl
wound up. Ho uncoiled with tho snap
of a released steel spring and, tho ball
with iho brown twlno tied to It Unshed
across and struck the brick wall an
Inch to the right of the opening,
struck nnd fell to tho street bclowl
Speed Gallagher had missed. He had
missed, and for tho first time In his
career panic seized him. Ho fell to
trembling.

"Oh, my aodt What's the mattor
with mo?" he prayod. "Good God!
Red, I can't make It." Ho wns franti-
cally hauling It on the string. "You
try it, Red!' ho begged. ".My arm's
gono, something's the matter with my
eyo! I can't do It; you try it."

It was no Job for Red Martin, and
Red Martin know It. Ho could peg to
second with tho next one, but to hit
that tiny window across the street

was a Job for Speed Gallagher, jvbf,
had wasted his boyhood pltchlnj I
baseballs at a knqtliolo In a fence I
And thero on that roof tho habit 01
tho diamond stood Red Martin In gppM
stead; tho habit of tho veteran catchc-j,- ,

mothering a rattled pitcher througl
a critical situation. He crouc'liei
down, thumping his right fist Into Titi"

loft palm, as though tho latter wasf4
padded mitt. e'""

"Como on, he bark1?1
encouragingly. "This one's cosy, kief'
You know; tho old eye. Steady,
You got all tho stuff In tho world 3h
day. Atta boy! Como on now; :iri
do your stuff! Do your stuff!"

And under tho'effect of the famlllv'
flow of encouraging chatter from'hV9
diamond mate, Bpeed Gallagh''1
steadied as ho had steadied many"
tlmo beforo In a bad spot; steadied
nnd lightened; grew cnlm and tie"rtt
llberato and menacing ns ho drew t!i'f
ball up over tlw edge of the roof."11'''

Onco moro ho stood erect, hltctfli
up his trousers nnd twitched Ills CnV
Beside him Red Mnrtin stood, sqiJato
ting In the catcher's position, Bpa'tfk'
ing his left palm with his right lliftl0 ,

chanting bis slnngy lino of encouraif?-mcnt- .

nct't
"Atta boy, old kid! You coin?

shnvo a guy with that fast ono Iftf
day and never leave a bruise. RlgT
In tbo old spot, Speed! Come onPIJi"'
your stuff!" Uttnt '

And Speed Gallagher, himself oWd""'
again, norve-rncklng- dellbcrate;lj5f "
suro as a bit of porfect machinery J
wound up and throw. Tho ball spec?'
straight, true as a bullet fronfByi'r
marksman's gun, through tho tfr
window. mot

Tho girl's head appeared in inl")
nporturo onco more.

"Pull!" Speed bellowed across W1
linr. "Pull nn th Mnn.
rope tied to It. Tie the rope to iin?
of thorn girders In there. Pull!' "m:

HE girl began to draw on tVT

T string. Speed knelt and qulcjt

knotted It to nn end of . M

manlla rope. til
The girl rapidly pulled the ropi

across tho Intervening apace dr F I

uirougn mo window nnd Mcuretlr I

ubout a glrdor. Red Martin nntfAt
Speed Gallagher braced thc;mselve"'ta
and drew it taut. Louiso crawled Vft?
through the wlpdow and surrcndcr'efw
hcrM-l- t to tho line, making swift udiid
of crossing hnnd over band. As 'KlV'l
nenrtd the roof on the opposite Bki

and s.nfoty, the flames leaped sudiliml,-a.-

high ulong the bilck wall of tif
theatre. Speed groaned In an ngnt a'
of apprehension, for leaping toniif- - ,f
of lire along tho wnll(woro UckKtijo
dangerously near the rope. 9fM,

"You hold lt. Red," he said, and,ifli
leasing tho line, lay flat on the njirflrO
leaning over as far as he dared, rcailD
Ing his urms toward tho girl ianif4
shouting to hcr to hurry, lie had .oih.-- n

of her wrists In both his hands whoraa
tho rope but tied through nnd partes! V

As tho glrl'n wolght lagged fulUmotf
him ho felt himself bain? drawn inriia'
tho root, slipping ht'lplcssly townr
the pavement below; felt himself 'be"
Ir.g dragged to destruction, butste.
clung tight to the girl's wrist. TKfen S
as he was pitching ovor the cdgelili&
ankles wero cnclrr.lcd by hands ftfn S
hit und held llko Iron lands. As lnfi
hung face downward, clinging1 dcpr
ately to thc dangling girl, he hear
abovo him 'iho grunted shout: "I go
you, kid! 'Alto boy! Steady with'lf
Hang on4 Help's cumin'. Do you!'
stuff, old kid!" ixvisi

A moment later Speed felt othcfW
firm hanB on his legs; hoard othej,
voices on tho roof. Slowly, cnrefiDlJj,- -
ho was drawn back to safety. Ifht
blood was pumping haid ln his huuL
As they drew him up over tho cwfk
of tho roof consciousness deserted hjiruj
but the will to save tho endangcrcj
girl remained operative. It took.ltit nt
efforts of two men to pry his locty,,
lingers looso from her wrist. 0

Speed come to he War"r .... .. ... . , - Ulyius uu u uvu nt one oi.iai
W W rooms below. Louise Chv3

was sponging his forchoad-an- t

Ho sat up grinning weakly
"I must of passed out," he muttersc'

upologotlcally. "What a crazy thlnj
to do!"

Louiso Clare was on her knees tbqi
foro him holding bis big right hand,Ji;Ht
hers. She was weeping happily. "Qh c

Sjpecd!" sho cried., "I'm so sorry-ji- ;

was mean to you. I didn't meun-it- ;
Speed. Honest! You Just go rlgnt
ahead and quit baseball and w'o'lI'u?,',
an uct together, you und I." fvrav

Siced patted her shoulder atia,
shook his head. "Not for mlno!''ln&
said firmly. "Baseball's my stuff, 'arf
that's what I got to do. You coin!
with me In tho summer while I Mjotf
my stuff, an' I'll go with ou in the
winter while you do your stuff, huh?"

"Oh, Speed!"
"Baseball's my stuff," Speed

solemnly. Ho felt carefully o
his right arm, flexing and stralghtenl
ing It exerlmentally. "Gosh! '$
thought for a minute up thoio on tjl.
roof the old wing had gone buCK,u(y
me. But I guess it's all right. Keeln
better Baseball's luy stuff, k
Pi titty good stuff at that." A-

-

He took Louiso Clare's upturned ,
face In his big hands and leamxl ru' 1

crently forward to kiss her. Red Mar(,rf
tin backed tiptoe Into thu hall. .,- -

"Do your stuff I" Red whispered,,,,, '
himself, grinning. "Atta boy, kidi Ij
your stuff!" v
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